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Twas yes, kind Sir, 
A New SONG. 


"THE. ruddy morn blink'd o'er the brae, / 
As blithe | gang'd to milk my kine, 

When near the winding bourn of Tay, 

Wi' bonny gait, and twa black een; 

A highland lad ſae kind me tent, 

Sayi g, ſonſy Jaſs how's a wi you, 

Shall | your pail take o'er the bent? 

Twas yes, ki: d fir, and I thaik you too, 


Again he met me i' the e'en, 

As I was linkan o'er the lee, 

To join the dance upon the green, 

And ſaid, blithe laſs, IH gang with thee 
Sas brae he !look'd i the highland gear, 
His :artan paid, and boner blue, 

My heart ſtraight whiſper'd in my ear, 
Say yes, kind fir, and 1 thank you too, 


We Canc'd until the gleaming moon 
Gave notice that c s time to part, 
I thought the reel was o'er tov ſoon, 
For ah | the Jad had ſtawn my heart; 
He ſiw me hame acro!s the plain, 
Then k iſt ſae ſweet, I vow 'tis true, 
That when he aſk'd to kiſs again, 
Twas yes, + ind fr, and I thank you too. 


Grown bold, he preſt to ſtay the n'ght, 
1ten gript me cloſe uito his breaſt, 
Howt lad! my mother fair wou'd flyte, 
Gi' that I grant wi'out the prieſt; 

Gang fore him gif ye be leel, 

I ken right what I then maun do, 

For aik co kiſs men When you wil, 
Twill be, yes love, and I thaik yoa (00. 


